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As | envisioned a future filled 
with exciting, lucrative 
opportunities tailored for a 
Hobo Journalist—one who 
proudly holds a diploma from 
the esteemed Columbia 
School of Journalism, even if it 
was through a home study 
course—| dedicated my day to 
meticulously organizing and 
reorganizing my gear. This was 
all in response to the ever- 
evolving, profit-driven 
regulations imposed by 
airlines concerning luggage 
and personal items, which 
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seemed to loom like a 
corporate giant on the 
horizon, ready to challenge 
my well-honed skills in travel 
and adaptability. 

My extensive experience as a 
seasoned Hobo Traveler is 
rooted in my knack for 
maintaining a stiff upper lip 
and cultivating a certain 
resilience over the years. 
This journey has been shaped 
by countless adventures in 
the less-traveled corners of 
the world, where I've 
navigated the cramped 


stairwells of third-class trains 
in developing countries, often 
in conditions so tight that 
even sardines would feel 
claustrophobic. 

I've endured budget flights on 
aging DC-9s, complete with 
plastic-covered windows and 
flight attendants attempting 
to upsell passengers on 
second-hand parachutes. 
The myriad of travel 
misadventures I've 
encountered is far too vast to 
recount in detail, but each 
experience has contributed to 


my unique perspective on 
traveling affordably and 
resourcefully. 

The situation might come 
across as a point of pride, yet 
the reality is far more 
complex. 

It reflects what Jesse Jackson 
referred to as the "economic 
gulf" that separates me from 
my corporate overlords at the 
WWWG Plantation, along 
with their ruthless team of 
accountants—dismissed from 
the Hong Kong branch of the 
CCP for their excessive 
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cruelty. These individuals 
appear to be on a relentless 
quest to keep me shackled in 
financial constraints, 
transforming my marketing 
identity as the Starving Artist, 
once known as Emil, into a 
harsh truth. 
It’s a disheartening reality, but 
it is undeniably accurate. 
It is essential for me to try to 
articulate my thoughts in the 
convoluted style reminiscent 
of Commissar Harris, as | wish 
to avoid jeopardizing this new 
opportunity, which promises 


to be a rewarding endeavor. 
My beloved, elderly landlady 
has been fervently lighting 
candles and expressing her 
hopes for my triumph, 
primarily because my rent is 
due next week, and her 
prayers are a testament to her 
concern for my well-being. 
| have no intention of 
revealing the whereabouts of 
a multitude of bill collectors 
and their relentless, 
aggressive skip tracers, who 
might be lurking nearby, 
ready with suitcases packed 
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full of legal documents, 
judgments, and a few 
restraining orders to serve. 

Instead, | plan to bide my time 

until the job is complete and | 

can return safely to my secret 
hideout, a place known only 
to me. 

After all, who can say | haven't 
picked up a thing or two from 
my old friend, Dickie Chaney? 
It’s understandable that some 
of you might be perplexed by 
the myriad of insights | could 
have gleaned from his efforts 

to orchestrate a “COG” 


takeover from Bubba Bushie, 
which involved one of the 
most significant transfers of 
American Treasury funds to 
his own holding companies 
through non-bid contracts. 
Yet, despite the gravity of 
those actions, what | 
ultimately took away from the 
experience was merely the 
absurd notion of setting up a 
safe house in a secret 
location. 
Dicky once confided in me 
that his ultimate aspiration 
was to find a safe haven 


where he could spend his 
twilight years in comfort, 
reveling in his amassed 
fortune as if he were the 
cartoonish Scrooge McDuck, a 
dream fueled largely by the 
advancements in eco-skeleton 
technologies pioneered by 
SkyNet Labs. 

This was his vision, at least, 
until his stern-faced daughter 
intervened, abruptly silencing 

him with a kick to his 
wheelchair and a dismissive 
gesture. | won't delve into the 
specifics of our exchange, as 
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her verbal prowess was 
formidable, capable of 
weaving words with such skill 
that she could have easily 
earned a spot in the 
“Drunken” Sailor Hall of Fame. 
Her impressive display of 
eloquence was matched only 
by her authority, as she 
commanded her 
BlackenWaters Security team 
to escort me out of the 
Chaney Family Bunker. 
This tale is quite a tangled and 
unpleasant one, and given 
that I've already surpassed 


the word count that WWWG 
compensated me for, | will 
have to set it aside, leaving it 
incomplete for now. 

If you have any grievances, 
feel free to direct them to my 
editor and urge him to 
provide more golden dinars to 
support your beloved, 
struggling artist, Emil. 

As the month draws to a 
close, | find myself preparing 

for a return to a hidden spot 
where | can joyfully dancing 

beneath a canopy of stars, 

one hand raised in the air, 


embracing the moment. 
This vivid imagery echoes the 
sentiments of Bobby Dylan, 
who once serenaded us 
through our trusty transistor 
radios, suggesting that this 
carefree expression might 
encapsulate the essence of 
freedom and authenticity. 

It makes me wonder if you, 
too, contemplate the validity 
of such a notion, and whether 
weaving this idea into a 
subplot could be a worthwhile 
endeavor to explore. 
Who am | to resist the tide of 
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transformation, especially 
after observing the 
tumultuous and chaotic 
events that have unfolded in 
the realm of corporate 
upheaval? 

The once-respected halls of 
the democratic (with a 
lowercase d) WWWG now 
bear the marks of turmoil, 
stained by the reckless 
outpouring of editor's ink, a 
testament to the upheaval 
brought about by Ahriman’s 
Great Social Reset. 
Under the leadership of 


Commissar Harris, the newly 
established Ministry of Truth 
is set to labor diligently to 
eradicate what they deem the 
hateful nature of truth— 
alongside common sense— 
aiming to restore a semblance 
of harmony to society. 
Their mantra echoes 
Ahriman’s promise: by 
stripping away all that you 
hold dear, you will be 
liberated from the burdens of 
uncomfortable truths that 
have sown discord and strife, 
allowing you to embrace a 
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simplistic existence 
reminiscent of the 13th 
century, where joy and 
environmental unity with 
Mother Earth reign supreme. 
As a founding member of the 
Palmdale Chapter of the 
Jesuits of Truth, | feel 
compelled to express my deep 
concern regarding the nature 
of revolutions, which often 
leave the ordinary people, like 
us, at a disadvantage. 
The recent upheaval 
orchestrated by a small group 
of radical individuals, 
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including the notorious Mister 
Chucky at WWWG, has 
proven to be no exception. 
Had | not taken it upon myself 
to defend the rights of 
artists—constructing a 
makeshift fort at the 
reception desk of WWWG— 
there's a real possibility that 
tensions could have escalated 
into a brutal civil conflict. 
This potential clash loomed 
large between the clerical 
Staff on the main floor and 
the janitorial team from the 
second floor, many of whom 


had fled Shanghai after the 
Nationalist Government's 
collapse in 1948, bringing with 
them haunting memories of 
past communist upheavals. 
The shifting sentiments 
among the staff eluded my 
notice, and in a moment of 
complete disillusionment, | 
witnessed the janitorial 
team’s resolve crumble under 
the allure of profit-sharing 
incentives and a tempting 
dental benefits package. 
With a heavy heart, | 
orchestrated a swift exit, 
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seeking refuge in the familiar 
confines of my modest walk- 
up apartment, complete with 
sturdy plastic windows, 
nestled in the vibrant 
neighborhood of Little India. 
Was | really shouting "Up the 
Revolution!" while shaking my 
fist at the officer my landlady 
summoned due to the large, 
revolutionary Jesuit of Truth 
banners | had displayed on 
the street-side railing of her 
apartment entrance? 
It seems so, as she wasted no 
time in pointing the finger at 


me, claiming | was the 
instigator when the 
policeman showed up. 
| can hardly believe it! 
After extensive conversations 
between my landlady and the 
officials, a consensus was 
reached: they concluded that 
| was merely a bit eccentric. 
Ultimately, | found myself 
compelled to settle the 
matter by consenting to a rise 
in my monthly rent and the 
disposal of all the Jesuit 
banners, which were 
unceremoniously tossed into 
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the trash. With these changes 
in place, harmony was 
restored, and life returned to 
normal once more! 

In a remarkable turn of 
events, this Jesuit of Truth has 
managed to avoid any jail 
time, despite being recently 
reclassified as an anti-socialist 
freedom fighter associated 
with the now-banned Jesuits 
of Truth. 

Given the strict laws in 
Singapore, where one can 
face severe penalties for 
seemingly minor offenses like 


chewing gum or even endure 
corporal punishment with a 
bamboo cane for lesser 
offences, this achievement is 
nothing short of 
extraordinary. 

It stands as a testament to 
resilience and triumph, even if 
the victory may seem modest 

or temporary in the grand 

scheme of things. 
While the Jesuits may be 
perceived as a rogue 
assembly of misfits, brawlers, 
and purveyors of unsettling 
truths in the tumultuous era 
of the Dawn of Ahriman's 


ambitious Social Reset, it is 
important to highlight that, 
despite my status as a 
founding member of the 
Palmdale Chapter, | retain the 
freedom to soar through the 
skies. 

There are no restrictions 
placed upon me, no "No Fly" 
List to hinder this Kit-Kat of 
Common Sense from taking 
flight. 
| inquired about this matter, 
and in a private conversation, 
a young member of the new 
generation of WEF operatives, 
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whom Ahriman has tasked 
with managing the daily 
logistics and social activities in 
various communities, 
revealed an interesting point. 
They mentioned that if | were 
to be placed on the "No Fly" 
List, it would raise a significant 
question: how would they 
proceed with my removal or 
deportation? 

This insight sheds light on the 
complexities and 
contradictions within their 
operational strategies. 

It seems reasonable, | must 


admit, and given that my 
latest task necessitated flying, 
| found myself unable to 
dispute or contest the matter 
with this young, anonymous 
clerk. 
Ultimately, the consensus 
among all parties was clear: 
| should be dispatched to a 
location as distant from 
Singapore as WWWG could 
manage. 
Moreover, several individuals 
involved expressed a strong 
desire for my new destination 
to be as uncomfortable as 


possible, ensuring that my 
experience would be anything 
but pleasant. 

Is there a lesson, a cautionary 
tale, or perhaps a hint of 
understanding regarding what 
lies ahead when civilized 
society sheds the weight of 
honesty? 

My longtime friend, Mark 
Twain, once shared a thought 
with me while we enjoyed a 
cold beer together, suggesting 
that when you disregard the 
truth, the realm of 
possibilities expands infinitely. 
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This notion opens the door to 
absurdities, such as the idea 
of 72 distinct genders, the 
peculiar image of the former 
president (affectionately 
dubbed Little Joey Buyhim) 
with his hairy, unkempt legs, 
or the curious belief that one 
can possess nothing yet still 
find profound happiness, 
much like a serf from the 13th 
Century. 


- Emil, 2024 
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